| Buried Paul 


Author: mrsjimbert 

Bands: The Beatles 

Characters: George Harrison, John Lennon, Paul McCartney, Ringo Starr 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Tue Apr 26 2016 01:12:25 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Author's Notes: 
My first Beatles story! Written a long time ago, recently discovered while going through my old files. Implied 
slash, sadness, etc. Enjoy. 


John's hands hurt terribly. Blisters formed on his thumbs where the shovel chafed his skin. And he still had a 


few more feet to go. 
"Come on, Lennon Not deep enough. You're halfway there." The CIA agent's voice said coldly behind him. 


John had half a mind to clobber the guy with the heavy metal shovel and run into the nearby woods and cry. 
But he was strangely numb. He didn't believe, couldn't believe the facts. Paul is dead. 
And | have to bury him. 


He bit his lip and kept digging. He was ankle-deep in a pile of dirt he'd dug out and it was getting into his shoes. 
The earth here was full of rocks the size of footballs and it was impossible to dig in a straight line for more 
than a few inches without hitting one. God, this was so inane. Even though he'd stepped forward to do this in 


the first place, he wondered: Why couldn't someone else do this, why not George or Paul-? 
You dumb fuck! Paul is dead! 


He couldn't hold it all in anymore. His vision blurred and hot tears ran down his cheeks. His best friend. His 


bandmate. Was dead. And it was all his fault, he thought. 


He just had to drive home, angry and a little drunk, and not watch where he was going. | told him to hold on 
and at least calm down before he rushed off in fury. / fucking fold him 


"GODDAMN IT PAUL! WHY DON'T YOU EVER LISTEN TO ANYBODY?!" he wailed, then suddenly turned around, 
remembering he was not alone. But he was. He swiped the tears off his face and was surprised to find that 


everyone had gone. 


Earlier, George had been there, sitting on a large tree stump next to a few more bored-looking CIA agents. He 
hadn't spoken. He just sat there, tense, his dark eyes no longer shining, thick dark eyebrows furrowed as he 
stared at the ground in silence. 


The whole time, Ringo had been just twenty feet away, laughing about something or other. In all likelihood he 
was just nervous and unable to process the news they got today, trying to comfort himself with lame jokes. 
But John knew everything would fall apart eventually and what was left of the band would deteriorate into a 
mess of sniveling musicians who had to be consistently drunk or high to numb their pain at losing their 


bassist. He didn't even want to imagine. 


But where had everyone gone? Why had they left him alone here to bury his friend? Right when he needed 


them most! 


His other hand trembled as he held the shovel and gazed over at the never-ending field to his right. In his 


mind he saw himself, as if from above, stepping forward bravely half an hour ago. 


"We've been friends since we were fifteen" His own words echoed in his head. How he would miss him. Why did 


they have to cover this up? 


At first he'd taken the shovel, took responsibility for it like a man would, or so the stereotype went, but soon 
enough his strength waned and his back ached. How could he let this happen. How could he put his best friend 
into the ground? 


And of course they had to cover this up. No one could know that Paul McCartney was dead. John cringed as 
he thought of the legions of girls, some barely in their teens, who would be so heartbroken to know that the 


man on the poster on their wall was no longer walking this earth. 


He continued to dig. When he was sure the hole in the ground was certainly more than deep and wide enough, 
he put the shovel down, stretched, cracked his knuckles and turned slowly in a circle to take in the beauty of 


the place around him he'd never seen before. 


The field beside him was soft and blurry through his vision and it smelled of flowers and fresh growth upon 
the earth. At least Paul would be put to rest somewhere beautiful. He cried as he saw the simple wood coffin 
there. And Paul's body inside. He had to open it. As much as he didn't want to and hoped he'd never have to, 
he had to see if it was true. He had to see for himself. He had to have proof. 


He put his fingers under the edge of the lid and pulled hard, but it didn't budge. He pulled harder and ended up 
falling on his ass with one fingernail bent back painfully. Looking closer he realised the coffin was already nailed 


shut. He frantically searched for a hammer and found one. 


Using the opposite end of the hammerhead he pried the nails out, one by one by one. It took a long time, but it 


was so worth it. 


Twenty-seven nails and a few bruised thumbs later, the lid loosened.. 
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John gasped. 


Paul looked so peaceful. His hands folded on his chest, pretty dark-brown eyes closed, dressed in an elegant 


black suit, John could have sworn he was only sleeping. 


The collar on Paul's white shirt was exceptionally high and John reached to touch it but yanked his hand back, 


remembering what Brian told him: "He was decapitated. There was nothing that could be done..'m so sorry...” 


Such a beautiful reconstruction of what had once housed the soul of the best friend John ever had. He didn't 
want to see. But he had to see it with his own eyes. For Paul to be dead was like the sky being neon green. It 


was simply impossible. 


He slid one finger under Paul's collar and was slightly shocked at how cold Paul was. Fresh tears rolled down his 


cheeks. There was indeed what felt like a nasty scar on Paul's neck. He snuck a quick look to be sure. 


They could never put Paul back together again, that much was true. John couldn't describe how horrible it 
looked. He covered Paul's neck back up and took his hand. He could hear Paul's voice in his head. Singing, talking, 
laughing... It scared him. 


Was Paul trying to speak to him from the other side? Or was it just John's runaway imagination? 


"| love you, Paul. l'm sorry." he whispered and kissed Paul's cold hand. His hand seemed so much smaller than 
John's. And so delicate; even the calluses on his fingertips from playing bass for eight years seemed 


vulnerable. He was twenty-four, a baby really, and already only a memory. 


He cried and leaned against the coffin, wishing he could crawl in with him, embracing what was once Paul. At 
least he could go out with dignity. Some of the other stars who died recently and those who were soon to die 
could not. They'd drowned, overdosed, crashed in planes, drank themselves to death, or who-knows-what. Not a 
very fitting end; in fact, rather embarrassing. But Paul's death was an accident. Right? At least there were 
three Beatles left to carry on a musical legacy. The others, once dead, were finished, done, over. The record 


sales would continue to rise, but there would never be anything new. 


Paul's lips were perfectly pursed, even in death, and John kissed them. He wished desperately that Paul would 
kiss him back, climb out of that sodding wooden box and laugh and say it was all a joke and take off the stupid 
fake stitches on his neck. But he didn't. 


Reluctantly John rose, still sobbing, and plucked armfuls of flowers from the field around him. He filled the 
coffin with them and put some in Paul's hands, some in his pockets, and one clover in the buttonhole of his 


shirt. But he couldn't give Paul everything. He had to take something for himself. 


He took a pair of scissors from his pocket and snipped a lock of Paul's dark hair. He wrapped it in his 
handkerchief so it wouldn't loosen and separate, then brushed Paul's hair from his face to hide the loss. John 
took a small metal peace-sign necklace from around his neck and put it around Paul's. Paul had given John the 
necklace as a souverir from a trip that, due to John's getting poor grades as a result of drawing in the 


textbooks as opposed to doing the work, John couldn't join him on. 


John kissed where Paul's heart would be through his shirt and whispered softly in his ear: "Rest in peace, Paul. 


| love you. We all love you.” 


He gave Paul a few last kisses over his eyes that would never open again and once more on his lips. He never 
thought this day would come. He was two years older than Paul, for Pete's sake! By any logic it should have 


been him. But here he was. 


With resignation he closed the coffin and replaced the nails. No one could ever replace Paul. The first time they 
kissed they'd laughed about how John's aunt had joked about them being as close as brothers. It was too close 


for comfort any other way. 


"Incest! Incest!" Paul had laughed and smacked him playfully with a pillow. A wicked wrestling match ensued... and 
that night had turned out to be the best of John’s life bar none. 
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Nobody could make John happy like Paul had. When Paul was near, there were no painful memories of his 


parents’ divorce, no worrying about school. 


Eventually school was a thing of the past, but soon enough more problems came in to replace it. And Paul had 


helped him deal with them too. 


His heart ached as he recalled those happier times. Hell, he wished he'd been in that car with Paul, or instead 
of him. He didn't want to live without Paul, ever. 


Despite the alcohol and mind-numbing drugs, John could still see Paul's face. He still heard his voice in his mind 
late at right. Nothing would make the memories go away. 


John could hardly sleep. Terrible dreams filled his head; Paul screaming in pain, Paul singing in the studio and 
suddenly becoming bloody. All John wanted was to close his eyes and not be bombarded with troubling 
thoughts and images. 


At last, one night he did. 


He walked down a long, unpaved road. It was quiet except for a few birds chirping. His feet felt heavy and he 


tried to move faster, but couldn't. 


Near the horizon John saw something moving.. something bright. Fire. Faraway screams echoed in the 


emptiness. 


John picked up the pace and started to run toward the object on the horizon. Someone needed help. As he got 
closer he saw it was a car. The license plate number was familiar.. This was Paul's car! 


"OH FUCK NO, Paull" John said and ran up to the overturned vehicle. The doors were crushed in and wouldn't 


open. John searched frenziedly for a window or door that would open. Paul was inside. He had to get him out! 


"Help! Somebody help me!" Paul howled from inside. John felt fists pound from the other side of the door and 
he yelled as loud as he could: "Back up, Paull" 


John broke the window with a smash. Glass shattered and flames shot out. He reached inside, burning his hand, 
and grabbed the back of Paul's shirt, pulling him from the vehicle. "Paul! Paull Are you alright?" 


Before he could tell an earshattering explosion rocked the ground beneath his feet and he landed hard. When 
John opened his eyes he found himself clutching Paul's collar. And.. oh Christ, oh fuck no, Paul was bleeding. He 


had landed on a large piece of metal from the exploding car, neck first. 


John screamed in absolute horror and tried to run. He awakened thrashing and tangling his limbs in the sheets 


and covers, still shaking and sweating, hyperventilating. It had been so real. 
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When they finally forced themselves to go back to the studio a few weeks later and attempt to record, the 
remaining Beatles found themselves at a loss for words and notes. John's throat was sore from stress and 
crying every day, and he could hardly sing. His fingers trembled and wouldn't form chords. George tried to play 
guitar, but his hands basically refused to function and he sat with the guitar in his lap, looking very down and 
depressed. 


And the look on Ringo's face just about broke John's heart. Ringo always looked rather meek and innocent 
anyway, but this was like nothing else. He sat behind his drums, head in hand, twirling one drumstick absent- 
mindedly. His big blue eyes gazed off into empty space. They appeared to be full of tears. 


John was the first to speak "Wouldn't it be better if we waited?" 
Ringo nodded. "But we do have a deadline to meet.. don't we?" 


"Fuck deadlines!" John said. "Paul is dead! We're not the Beatles anymore without him." He paused to collect 
himself, then continued. "We'd be lying if we made another record. And how would we get a bassist? No one 


can ever replace him." 


"There isn't anyone good enough," George agreed. 


"We can't just put out an ad! ‘Beatles Seek Bassist! Ridiculous. At least a thousand people would reply." 
"And what would we tell the fans?" Ringo asked. 


So many questions. John removed his glasses and nervously wiped the lenses on his shirt. "I don't know. | just 


don't know." 


They ran through a lackluster version of "Love Me Do" and "You're Gonna Lose That Girl’. Ringo's drumming 
was loud but lifeless. The other Beatles’ voices were ragged. They were a complete mess. All because one 


Beatle died. 


When their so-called session was over, George stalked off, probably to numb his pain by getting drunk, and 
John and Ringo were left alone. 


"Ever since Paul died, | haven't felt like meself," Ringo sighed after a long and awkward silence. "Everything 


reminds me of him. Everything.’ 


"He was me best friend. We knew each other since we were fifteen.” John turned to look at Ringo and saw the 
drummer's face crumple into tears. Even though Ringo was the oldest he'd always seemed to be the most 
light-hearted and playful, and most sensitive to any problems. But now he lost control completely. Ringo stood 
there, covering his face with his hands as he cried, and he looked so pitiful 


John couldn't leave him like that. He moved closer and wrapped his arms around the smaller Beatle. Ringo's 
shoulders shook as he sobbed, and eventually he brought his hands down and hugged John back. John stroked 
Ringo's hair. 


"Why does it have to be us everything happens to?!" Ringo sobbed. "Why? We're insulted by the press, hated 
by parents, loved like mad by all the girls and envied by all the boys - and now Paul dies?" He buried his face 


in John's shoulder. "It's just too much." 
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The next day John could not bring himself to even look at his guitar. It leaned mournfully in a corner and John 
lay moping on the couch, reading the newspaper. Normally the newspaper bored him. All the talk of the stock 
market and ads for puppies and used cars and televisions and random goings-on in the lives of celebrities 
meant nothing. But he had to distract himself from the pain. 

The phone rang and John picked it up. "Hello?" 

"Hello John" It was Brian Epstein. "I've got the greatest news." 

"What is it?" What could possibly be great now? 


"We found you chaps a new bassist. He's-" 


"A NEW BASSIST?!" John said. "Bloody hell, we don't want a new fuckin’ bassist! We want Paul back!" His voice 
cracked a little when he said that. 


"Listen, John, he's exactly like Paul, well, almost exac-" 


John swore and hung up, wiping away a tear. What the hell was Brian's problem? He knew how close the band 


was. Like brothers. They couldn't just replace one and act as if nothing changed. That was wrong. 


But what would Paul have done if it had been someone else? Would he have hung up his bass forever... or 


would he encourage the band to go on, because what didn't kill them had only made them stronger in the past? 
Don't quit, John, his conscience urged him. Keep going. It's what Paul would have wanted. 


John decided then and there to call Brian back, apologize and ask who the new guy was, but couldn't remember 


his phone number. Damn. Three weeks of drinking away the pain hadn't done him any good. 

Luckily Brian persisted and called back. "Look, John, | understand you're all very, very sad about this." Sad was 
an understatement. "But you can't quit. The Beatles still have a deal with the record company. If there isn't 
another record, you don't make any money, and the fans will be heartbroken if they find out Paul is dead." 
John snorted. Never mind the fans. He and Ringo and George already were. 

Brian continued, "We found a man named William who is willing to fill in for Paul. He won a Paul McCartney look- 
like contest, but he will need a bit of, shall we say, shaping up before any touring or recording. He's not left- 


handed but he can learn to be." 


John was silent. He considered the idea. God, half the girls in England, never mind the States, would kill 


themselves if they knew. Then all the straight close-minded grown-ups would have a reason to hate the 
Beatles, though most of them already did, and who knew what would happen then. 


He had to give this William man a chance. 

"When can we meet him?" John finally replied. 

"Today. He's at the studio right now." 

John thanked Brian, hung up and called George. "George, George, George, we have a new bassist.” 
"And | would care why?" George said dryly. Apparently he'd numbed himself to this whole issue. 
"The record company doesn't wanna slaughter the goose that lays the golden eggs. We can't quit" 


George was silent, but John went on. "It's what Paul would have wanted. Think of all the people. We can't let 


them down." 


Before John got a reply he hung up and called Ringo. "Brian just called, he says we have a new bassist. He's at 


the studio." 
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They arrived at the studio ten minutes later and walked in cautiously. Brian stood there, smiling numbly. 
"WELL HELLO EVERYONE!" 


John nearly jumped out of his skin when he saw the wild-eyed man behind the piano, playing a slow tune. He 
looked a lot like Paul, that much was true. He had the same long lashes, the same shy smile, maybe a little too 
tall, but.. just different. His glasses kind of gave him away as well. 


"Who the hell are you?" George asked. 


"I'm William Campbell-Shears, but call me Bill. 'm a Beatle now" He seemed very excited at the idea. He 


emerged from behind the piano and shook hands with everyone. He seemed more frank and curt than Paul. 


They talked awhile and John found himself warming up to the new bassist. George was quiet as usual, but John 
could tell behind his mask George was smiling inside. 


Better a fake Paul than no Paul at all was the prevalent attitude from then on. Billy Shears periodically 
disappeared for intensive bass lessons and plastic surgery, often returning in a week or two with colourful 
bruising round the nose and eyes. 


Gradually everyone got used to the new man in the group. And Billy himself was trained to, when asked, state 
Paul's birthday, age, address, parents’ names and all. 


"You know, John, all this re-identification and stuff is really.. strange," Bill said one day. "Sometimes | feel like 
I'm losing myself" 


That comment shook John to the core. He tried to encourage Bill to remember as well who he really was, so 
that one day they could tell the truth about it and have proof. But eventually Bill forgot, and John was met 
with a blank look when addressing Bill by his real name. Bill's wife would call, but Bill did not recognize the voice 
on the other end. 

John shuddered to think what the situation must be like if Bill had children. They would never know their daddy. 


Unbeknownst to even Bill himself, Bill was being brainwashed. Through highly secretive and intense methods, his 


personality was being moulded just as his face was reconstructed, and he literally became Paul. 


The only thing that would not respond to change was his right-handedness. He was ambidextrous and could play 
bass fine left-handed, but he could not write with his left, so he stopped giving autographs. 


Bill was Paul now, for all intents and purposes, but it had affected a lot of his life. Paul's girlfriend was not 


"Paul's" girlfriend anymore, and there were many close calls when the remaining Beatles almost let "Paul's" real 


identity slip. 


John decided, no matter what, he would not allow the fans to be deceived. Painstaking recordings were done, 
and when they were finished John stayed after and played them backwards to be sure the messages were 
there. Just garbled enough to be unintelligible to most, but clear enough to those who were looking for them. 


He inserted subtle clues in the album covers, backwards messages in the music, and although the Beatles were 
under death threats if they told anybody the truth, John did not care. He missed Paul with every fiber of his 
being, and how would he feel if Paul had been replaced without him knowing? It was too cruel a thing to do. 
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A few years later, John had almost forgotten the real Paul. Until a disc jockey in America claimed to have 
found clues in the music and album covers. John was tense for weeks after hearing about that, and Bill was 
hurriedly rushed off to have more plastic surgery in order to look as much like Paul as possible. 

Interviews were particularly difficult. On television John was often asked about the “Paul is dead" "rumor", and 
he openly denied it, but when he watched himself on the screen later, he feared that his fibbing was obvious. 
Something in his body language or the tone of his voice always seemed to give it away. 

"| don't know what the records sound like backwards! | never play them backwards." 

"The first we heard about it was in, uh, the press..." 

But he kept going. He knew nobody would believe it, except the most intelligent people who knew about 
symbolism and could see small details that changed, in the musical style as well as Paul's face. They would not 
be taken seriously. People scoffed, but many teenagers and young adults - those who were looked down upon 
as inexperienced and gullible - believed it. 

The truth will come out one day, he told himself. 

The new Paul had very strange concepts and ideas for the music. This brought conflict like they'd never 
experienced before. John and Paul. Paul and John. We used fo be the perfect songwriting duo, but now the idot 
wants to put horns on a love song!? 

John questioned Bill's sanity many times, and sometimes questioned his own. 

"Let's do it this way," Bill would say. "A little faster, with more of a forceful melody when you sing it" 

"No, | like it the way it is," John replied. "Let's leave it" 

"Come on. Just try it that way." Bill did not know when to shut up. 

"No, Paul! Or Bill, or whoever the fuck you arel" John snarled. "I wrote the goddamn song, so I'm gonna do 
whatever | want with it!" He paused for breath, then saw the sad look on Bill's face. He hadn't meant to hurt 
him. 


"Im sorry. | can't do this anymore." 


And the Beatles broke up. 
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Ten years later 
John saw stars. Not stars exactly, but three flashing points of light that zipped across his retinas. 


The excruciating pain came first. And then the echoes of the gunshots a million years later. 

For a few seconds he did not comprehend what had happened to him. Daggers of pain grew in his torso. What 
has this world come to? he thought as something wet soaked the front of his jacket. / don't want to go. | want 
fo stay. | cant leave you. Everyone. 


‘I'm shot!" he screamed when he realised. He stumbled to the steps and sat down hard, then lay down flat, 
unable to hold himself up. His glasses fell half off and hit the pavement. The earpiece bent and the lens 
cracked. He shut his eyes. God, the pain. He didn't care who had done this. He couldn't have retaliated. John felt 
weak and tried to get up, for what he didn't know. 


He had to set a good example to the rest of the world and not hit back That was what his aunt had told him 


every time he came home bruised after a fight. 
"You can't punch people when you get angry, John." 
| didn't. Not this time. 


He reached down to the places that ached. Blood covered his hands. Whoever had done this, had done it well. He 


knew he wouldn't live long. His back hurt in roughly the same places. It was no accident. 

A surge of anger rose in John and he tried once more, unsuccessfully, to get up. He heard as if from a great 
distance the voices of people screaming nearby, a siren, the hysterical weeping of a woman who sounded 
familiar, and.. no way. 

He heard Paul. 


"John! Oh John, what have they done to you?" Paul said. 


He couldn't reply. Hands picked him up, a door slammed somewhere, and his body shifted painfully. He tried to 


howl in agony but couldn't make a sound. He couldn't see. 


"Follow the light, John. Follow the sun" 

And suddenly he could see Paul, too! He stood at the opposite end of a long tunnel. The sun shone behind him, 
casting a spectacular silhouette. John was standing, yet he felt the ground against his side in another 
perception, and the pain dulled to a persistent throb. He felt weak. His knees shook. 


"You can do it," Paul encouraged. "I did it too." 


He reached his arms out toward John and John reached for him. But there was what seemed like miles 


between them. 
"Walk to me. The closer you get, the less it hurts. Come here, John. I've missed you so much." 


John took a step, trembling. Then another. And another. His footsteps sounded very loud. He could not tell if he 


was clothed or naked. The sun - so warm. 


"You can't go back. You shouldn't. The world didn't deserve someone like you - but you gave it to them 
anyway," Paul said. "Its time to take a break." 


The light of a million suns dazzled him and he squinted as he got closer, but soon his eyes adjusted to it. Paul 


was smiling brighter. Faraway voices echoed in John's ears: 

"Oh Jesus. He's hurt bad-" 

"This isn't like anything I've ever seen-" 

"-too much damage. We can't-" 

"-nothing we could do, I'm sorry-" 

"-tell me it isn't true-" 

And for a split second John felt himself yanked forcefully back into his body. The pain blasted through his 
entire consciousness and he fell to his knees on the surface of the tunnel. It was made of metal, rusted and 
rough, and it scraped his palms when he caught himself. 

"Don't give up, John" Paul was surprisingly calm. "You can make it.” 

John pried himself to his feet, willpower tearing his spirit away from the destroyed body he'd once inhabited 
and up, up, into the sky. He ran to Paul, feeling as if he were flying. Finally their hands touched and they 


embraced. There were no words needed. 


Everything turned to gold and silver and copper, shining, clean and bright and beautiful. 


